358'                ON  THE  GANGES AND  IN  THE  HILLS

The silk was apparently not "fast," for the crimson colour
came off in streaks and utterly ruined the new tunic. I had
only one full-dress tunic with me. Every function was in full-
dress, as the Viceroy, the Duke of Connaught, and the Ameer
were all present, and the difficulty of getting one's clothes dry
was great. One afternoon I was seated in my tent, my feet in
hot water, trying to exorcise a cold. My uniforms were all wet
through and were being dried. I was in a large tent parti-
tioned off by curtains, one division being a sitting-room.
Suddenly my wife said, " Here are the Duke and Duchess of
Connaught." I said " Horror !" not having a dry stitch to my
back. Her Royal Highness jokingly, in coming into the
adjoining compartment of the tent, remarked that I had
betrayed my presence next door by my utterance. I looked
about to see how I could possibly costume myself to appear.
I bethought me of a spare pair of jack-boots which had so
far escaped the rain, and drew them on over thick stockings
and a pair of violet sleeping-pyjamas. These I covered with
my long military greatcoat, and thought myself presentable
enough. All went well in the half-light of the tent But,
unfortunately, when I went outside to accompany their Royal
Highnesses to the carriage, the blatant violet pyjamas slipped
down, and appearing beneath the folds of the greatcoat
betrayed me. But in that camp of swamps everything almost
was permissible. Dining at the Viceroy's, one had to walk
on a plank to get from one tent to another, and under the
planks rushed a torrent of water. The discomfort of the troops
must have been considerable. But they bore it in the in-
imitable good - tempered way for which " Tommy" is so
renowned.